CHAPTER 16              THE LOT OF THE LIVING
'AKRACK 5 was vibrating with fresh eicite-ment I rose on our mat and listened Stasia was already awake
"A new transport, probablx," she sad "Let's see from which part of Warsaw they brought them this time w
I rushed out in the night, calling loudly "Barbarka Bytniewska* Barbarka Bytmewska1"
No one answered Then I went from one to the other among the newcomers, asking frantically *Are you from SkorupM Street? Anyone here from Skorupld? I am looking for someone from Skorupki Street, Do you know what is going on at Skorupld Street?"
But no one answered me I convinced myself, however, that Barbarka w^s not in the transport Stasia feared to call out the name of her son because of his membership in the Home Army, She roamed through the throng, calling timidly the names of her relatives
In the morning I decided to try and obtain the release of the sick grandmother and her five little ones. Brazenly I went to Barrack 2, where the Medical Commission sat, and presented to Dr. Koenig my list of those to be released. He regarded me with slight amusement through narrowing eyes, but after he had examined the old woman with the little flock of children I had brought along he nodded to Ania, the beautiful Polish clerk sitting at his table. She wrote out the release notices hurriedly, and thrust them into my hand
The next step was a visit to the Green Car, aaad my first transport would be free. Before the barrier guarding it was a crowd of nurses, each with a Koenig-appawed list in